liness of that vandal, Susan Flood. So extremely ignorant was I
that I supposed her to have destroyed the originals of the
statues, marble and unique. I knew nothing about plaster casts,
and I thought the damage (it is possible that there had really
been no damage whatever) was of an irreparable character. I
sank into the seat, with the great wall of laurels whispering
around me, and I burst into tears. There was something, surely,
quaint and pathetic in the figure of a little Plymouth Brother
sitting in that advanced year of grace, weeping bitterly for
indignities done to Hermes and to Aphrodite. Then I opened
my book for consolation, and I read a great block of pompous
verse out of *The Deity \ in the midst of which exercise, yield-
ing to the softness of the hot and aromatic air, I fell fast asleep.

Among those who applauded the zeal of Susan Flood's para-
sol, the Pagets were prominent. These were a retired Baptist
minister and his wife, from Exmouth, who had lately settled
amongst us, and joined in the breaking of bread. Mr Paget was
a fat old man, whose round pale face was clean-shaven, and
who carried a full crop of loose white hair above it; his large
lips were always moving, whether he spoke or not. He resem-
bled, as I now perceive, the portraits of S. T. Coleridge18 in
age, but with all the intellect left out of them. He lived in a sort
of trance of solemn religious despondency. He had thrown up
his cure of souls, because he became convinced that he had
committed the Sin against the Holy Ghost. His wife was
younger than he, very small, very tight, very active, with
black eyes like pin-pricks at the base of an extremely high and
narrow forehead, bordered with glossy ringlets. He was very
cross to her, and it was murmured that 'dear Mrs Paget had
often had to pass through the waters of affliction'. They were
very poor, but rigidly genteel, and she was careful, so far as she
could, to conceal from the world the caprices of her poor
lunatic husband.

In our circle, it was never for a moment admitted that Mr
Paget was a lunatic. It was said that he had gravely sinned, and
was under the Lord's displeasure; prayers were abundantly
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